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MRS. SLOPER BESIEGED. 


“Poor Pa is at present suffering from an acute form of Valentine fever, and his chief grievance during his fits of delirium seems to be that his wife 
no longer loves him. About every hour in the day Popa asks for a kiss, and none being Sorthcoming, he reels off yards of Valentine sonnets, in which Mamma 
is designated as his Heart’s Delight, his Yum-Yum, and other things. In order to keep him at a proper distance, Poor Ma has encased herself in one of the 
soon-to-be fashionable crinolines, and nothing is left for Papa but to fire in his broadsides from a long range, much to Alexandry’s deliyht.’’—Toortsie. 


A GENTLE REMONSTRANCE. A CRIMP. 


—-— 


“Ir is singular that the British Inws, the most compre- 
hensive of all codes,” says a lawyer in 1809, “have provided 
no adequate punishment for a man stealing a man. 

“In America it is death to steal a negro slave; but in 
England the same offence committed ona white free man 
is merely punishable by tine or imprisonment. 

“To the disgrace of a free country, this MAN-STEALING 
system has long been carried on, and generally with impu- 
nity, in London.” 

Among the numerous ruffians who prowled the streets in 
the early years of this century, watching an opportunity to 
dlunder, were many with party-coloured cockades in their 
hate, calling themselves Recruiting Officers, watching for 
simple-minded cockneys and yokels wandering about alone, 
whom they decoyed into low public-houses, well known to 
them in various parts of the town, 

There they pled the simpletons with drink, and raised 
their hopes toa pitch of enthusiasm by glowing accounts of 
the vast riches of the Kast, until they got them sworn in, as 
it was called: after whieh, but very rarely, was anything 
more heard of the unlucky dupes. ‘They were hurried on 
board a ship, contined ina tilthy hold on scanty provisions, 
and, sold as slaves, shipped to some unhealthy clime, which 


re 


pa hut @ weak woman,” said “But no hushand of mine stays out till half-past And the young lady next door, sitting down to the piano and chancing generally soon put an end to their misery, 
rte TA ea taking upa posi- eight wt night without a gentle remonstrunce from _to strike up “ The Man that Struck O'Hara,’ Mra W. gaily kept time with One of these crimp captains, John Young. had trepanned 
war the hall-door— his wife.” the music, Henry Soppet, an hovest, simple sailor, whilst intoxicated, 
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and confined him in a sponging-house in Chancery Lane, with the 
intention of sending hint usa slave to the East Indies. When 
sober, however, Heury made such an uproar that the captain was 
fain to let go his supposed prize, But it did not rest here, for the 
tar iimediately steered for the Lord Mayvor,and the crimp was put 
on his trial for the offence and found guilty. 

He was ordered to be iinprisoned in Newgate for twelve months, 
and, at the expiration of that time, to give security for two years 
more, himself with £100, and two sureties in £50 each, Another 
of the crimping gang, called Ficlding, was tried and sentenced in 
Che sane wry, 

Just as the sentence was pronounced, an over-driven ox entered 
the court, to the astonishment of judges, jury, counsel, witnesses 
and erimops, But it is supposed, not approving of the company 
ussembled. he turned round and peaceably departed. 

In the Mereford Times, forty odd years ago, was published this 
strange case ofa kidnapped boy: One dav.a gentleman, about the 
middie sore, of a dark complesion, well-dressed and of easy man: 
ners, Walked into the shop of a working jeweller in a village in 
Monmouthshire, The proprietor of the shop was engaged in trans- 
acting business with an elderly lady attired in mourning, She had 
called respecting some repairs which she desired to have done to 
her wateh, which lay on the countor between her and the jeweller, 

The strange gentleman, too well-mannered to interrupt the busi- 
hess amused himself by strolling about to examine the articles in 
the shop; but the shopmaian’s master, atter requesting her to excuse 
his leaving her foramoment. inquired the stranger's pleasure, The 
gentleman then drew from his bosom, suspended from his neck by 
ablack ribbon, asmall pocket-case, which he opened, and took there- 
from an anecient-lookiag crimson velvet cushion, This cushion 
might have formed asamodel fora Cupid's heart. It was, moreover, 
encased in silver filigree-work,on which was traced the outlines of 
similarlyeshaped hearts and other devices, On presenting the 
cushion to the jeweller, the strumer observed that, although the 
article appeared a tritle, its value to lim was above price, and that, 
as it had sustained a slight injury, he was anxious to have it care- 
fully repaired, 

Whilst he was speaking, the lady raised her eyes and fixed them 
on the cushion, then, clasping the stranger's hand, arose, her whole 
frame trembling with agitation, and, with a faint cry, fell fainting 
in his arme, 

Asachild, he had been kidnapped by gipsies and sold asaslave, 
He had somehow managed to preserve this locket, for he had fallen 
into the hands of a kind master, who advanced his interests and 
enabled him to enter a house of business in America, and amass a 
small fortune; but, although he had been distinetly told that his 
parents were long ago dead, he pined more and more to return to 
the village in Monmouthshire he yet well remembered. The locket 
had belonged to his mother and bore his grandmother's name. It 
was his mother who fell fainting in the arms vt ues long-lost son, 


* * * * » * 


NOOSE INN AIST. 

_thatt afare dident cum orf larst nite, att lees, not propper. wen 
billium is rite harman leff lezg is outt off sprintses an my noes 
gott bak propper sizhs you se. 

(Newt week,“ A Nigger Sale.” ). 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


ape 

*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped enrelupe large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do wot inclose louse stamps. 


We're sorry we harcen't the space for it, JANE, Or we'd gladly 
insert tt, indeed, We cannot make sens: of your letter, Mss 
BLACK, Your writing’s so awkward to read. The Eminent's 
deeply obliged far your notes It really is hind of you, BALL. You're 
really and truly mistaken, DEVOUT,’ Twas not our intention at all, 
We cannot imagine a thing more absurd, It's useless to argue it, 
Dan. Pray send for numbers and chance it, $8 Doust ; Of course 
theyll vblige if they can, We haren't got room for it, ARTHUR 
McBripk. We cannot advise you te send, A course more absurd 
‘twould be hard te adapt, You mustwt allow it, A, FRIEND. A8 
carly as posstile, WINKPRED, please, Rut not in a_ terrible 
haste, Asloug as you're pleased, that's sufficient, A. PAL, It's merely 
a matter of taste, We cannot advise yowat all, MUCH PERPLEXED. 
A lawyer youd better consult. The paper is dated for Saturday, 
Sib, Which makes it the oth ult, 
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“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free : 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 68. 6d. 
Ju Stamps or P.O.OL8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
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Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post free tou Newsagents 
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PARIS: 

On sale at all Niosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 

PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE LA Banque 


26 1 5 Oe 


Will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty ercepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Lailway Accident, in any part of the 
United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ALLY 
SLoPeR’s HALV-HOoLIDAY” be sound upon the Deceased at the 
time of the Accident, HALF- HOLIDAY” is 


“ALLY SLOPER'S 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
ing at S welock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
time, expiriig at 8 o'clock the following Thursdau morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—— 
Spooner, Whatalovely girl that Lottie Pinktites is! 
write a volume of poems upon her fair face. 
Cynicus, Yes, Vdaresay you could. 1 believe she’s got cheek 
enough. ** 
* 


T could 


Orerivard an the Train, 
. Twish you'd get off my foot. 
unger, Why, what is it for, if it ain't to stand on? 
vassenger, Why, to kick with, confound you! 
[Proeceds to practical exemplification, 
7 
s 


Irate Passeng: 
Fucections Pass 


Irate 


MODERATE your transports, even in your affections. You may 
be overheard by the missus, if you will persist on kissing the new 
governess tuo hard on the attic landing. 

s * 


a 
Scudder, Foghorn sung his old song last night, you know, 
“The Stormy Winds do Blow." 
Judder, What did the company say ? 
eee I don't know. I sloped directly he Legan, What do you 
hink? Vid 


Ruhinson, Twas at Mrs. de Masher'’s last evening, and young 
Totlington took too much wine and forgot himself, x 

Tomkuns, Vs it possible? IT should have thought he was too 
conceited ever to think of anything else. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No, 459.--The “St. Valentine" Costume. 


“ “Please give a 
blind man?" “There's tuppence.” 
* Thank your honour, I knowed when 
I see you a comin’ round the'corner you 
were a kind-hearted old bloke.” 


mny to a poor 


“What do yon propose to go as to 
Covent Garden ball, dear duchess ?” 
“As Niobe, dear duke.” “ Charming, 
dear duchess, charming.” 


Boy. May Task you a question, sir ? 
Poetical-looking Individual (kiw:ly). Certainly, my lad. 
Boy. Why don't you get your huir cut ? 


It is wonderful what a powerful 
attraction copper has for silver. 


aQr 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. | 
Cheetaharriers, (Coursing, of course.) 


(Saturday, February 11, 1893. 


THE finest bit of double-breasted bounce we have heard of fora 
long time was when Snooks was at Brighton the other day. The 
golden hair of the night previous, clinging to his velvet coilar, 
got disentangled by the southern breeze amd settled in the bix 
tens of the binocular his old dutch was a-squinting through. Blest 
if, when she was looking over the golden waves towards the 
Freuch coast, if he didn't try and persuade her that it was the 
equatorial line. *° 


Scene—Fleet Street Chemist's Shop. 
Me Gooseley. 1 shay, I'm tirederlife. Gi me shome poishun— 
arshnic, lodnum, prushic ashid—anything deadly. 
Assistant. Very sorry, I'm sure. | should be delighted to oblige 
you, but J nustn't do it; the law won't permit it. 
Me Gooseley, And yet they call thish free country, 
How can | manage it?) Yesh; give a glash o° water, 


Lemesce. 


I RAVED about her golden locks, 
Uutil one day I saw her doff 

Her wig, and clap it in a box, 
Then—golden ocks, indeed, were—off. 


* 
Jones. Poor McGooseley is quite a dipsomaniac. 
Smith (absent-mindedly), Dear me! Is he, really ? 
he take for it? : 
Joucs, The last time I saw him he was taking Scotch whisky 
for it. 


What does 


| 
* 


Enraged Contributer, When 1 saw you in the train last week 
you said my poem was in, 
Long-suffering Editor, So it is in. ‘ 
Enraged Contributor (flourishing paper). Where? Where? 
Long-suffering Editor, In the waste-paper basket. 
s* 


THERE are some wives so smart, there's no getting round them 
anyhow, — It was all along of that new parlourmaid using scented 
soap in the kitchen, that Spilliken was copped again. He would 
kiss her behind the jack-towel, and the odour of terrabene per- 
meated his moustache to such an extent, that he was downed on in 
a brace of shakes. *.* 


Overheard Outside the Pub. 

Plunger, 1 say, you were an ass! I backed you to drink ten 
glasses of bitter in ten minutes, and you went and drank twelve. 
That'll spoil the game another time, you know. 

Lushington, Vim awfully sorry, old man; but T hadn't had a 
drink for over an hour, and | was a bit thirsty, you know, 

s * 


s 
Spinnaker. How de do, old man? By the bye, I have to apolo- 
gise to you for my wife. When you met us the other day in Regent 
Street, you spoke to her, you remember, and she didu’t answer you. 
She couldn't, you know, 
Muffins, Aw! 1 s'pose her mouth was full—eh ? 
Spinnaker, No; just the contrary—her mouth was empty. She 
had left her teeth at the dentist's to have the spring repaired. 
s- 
* 
THEY are wonderfully strict in Canada just now. No young 
man is allowed to go out courting without having a line of tin 
tacks on each trouser. This prevents all chance of sitting down 


ou laps, or kiss-and-come-again endearments. 
ad 


* 
Merciful Scot (to party beating his horse up slippery hill). Woot 
toot, mon! Have ye na peety 2? 
Unmerciful Driver. No, 1 ain't; but I've got plenty of them 
patent fuei-blocks at twoa penny, and they're fine things, 


= 
OLIVE branches should be sharp ; 
But Mrs, Jones's is too state. Ife, 
Because his mother plays the harp, 
Intormed his pa she was a “harpy.” 


* 

Tottie. 1 don’t believe young Croesus loves me now. 

Lottie, Now is that? 

Juttie. Why, yesterday there were some strawberries in Covent 
Garden at five shillings each, and instead of buyivg me a dishiful, 
he only bought me a miserable guinea pine-apple. 

~* 
* 

Young Wife (looking over almanac). Oh, dear me! the expen- 
sive season is drawing near, 

Young Husband, What for, dear? 

Young Wife, Yor embroidered stockings and new boots, dear. 

Young Iusband, What makes it the expensive season, then? 

Young Wife. Why, tue March winds, of course, you silly old 
goose. 77 


THERE'S an advantage in having a bald head sometimes. The 
other night Arthur found this out, when he was seated next to the 
cheesemonger's youngest sweet one, with his arm round her waist. 
Her pa mistook that famous cranium for a bladder of lard on the 
shelf behind, or otherwise the Order of the Boot would have come 
in only too handy. + 


Inthe Hall at the Club. 

Mr. Goodhat, Excuse me, sir, but you have taken my hat. 

Mr, Badhat. What do you mean, sir?) 1 would not stoop to 
such a thing. 

Mr. Goodhat. Perhaps not ; but you bally well stretched up for 
it, and I'll thank you to hand it back again. 

* * 
= 

Snipper, | wonder what it is about a church that makes a fellow 
feel so awfully sleepy ? 

Snapper, Something in the air, you may depend. Why, accord- 
ing totheimmortal William, even the very churchyards themselves 
sometimes yawn, *° 


THAT Mac is getting a deuce of a sight too impertinent! What 
right has he to try to filch the good name from our dear old 
friend?) He has begun his life of Ally with these lines : “ Many 
years ago, When those infant hands could barely hold the bottle of 
nursery Commerce, much less the pint and quartern go of mature 
manhood—" It is the would-be satirist who always overshoots 
the mark, bur who isn’t always missed when the dotting on the 
crumpet begins with the vid familiar gamp. 


“WILL you remember me,” she cried, 
“When vou are far beyond the sea?” 
“J ne'er forgot yet,” ] replied, 
“A girl who's once betrothed to me.” 


= 

Elderly Banker, Look here, old man, I'm thinking of marry- 
ing Miss Tottie Scarem, who is engayed at your theatre ; but before 
finally deciding, 1 think | shouid like to know a little more about 
her. Now, can you help me? 

Acting Manager. Humph! Well, you see, from my own experi- 
ence, Lean't say anything. (Drighteningup.) But Vii tell you what 
Tean do. 1 can introduce you to three or four of her old sweet- 
hearts, and no doubt you'll get all the information you waut from 
them. s+ 

* 
CORRESPONDENCE. 

DEAR MR. SLOPER,—I have built an organ, which for a first 
attempt, and considering | know nothing at all about the business, 
may be considered a great success, It has only a few defects. and 
works verv fairly. Jam thinking of making it a present to some 
public institution, Which particular one would vouad vise /— Yours 
truly, HARRY FADDINGHAM. 

ANSWER. ‘ 

DEAR S1r,—Don't trya “ particular” one. Give it tothe Nermal 

College for the Deaf and Dumb.—Yours truly, aA. SLUPER 


a 


ad 


a 


Pd 


e 


Saturday, February 11, 1893.) 


TOOTSIE AT THE SURREY. 


— ta 


THERE may have been a lot of other Puss in Boots pantomimes, 
but [ should very much doubt whether there was ever auything 
half so funny as the 
Surrey version. 

Our old friend George 
Conquest has surely this 
year surpassed himself in 
his “ business " and tricks, 
while H. Spry'’s jokes 
crackle all over the shop, 
Le Brunn has supplied 
some most enlivening 
music, and Soames, 
B Hinckley and Williams 

contributed some very 
effective scenery. The 
ballets aud groupings, 
arranged by George 
Vhillips, leave nothing to 
desire, and Mrs, Dearlove 
and Alias’s costumes dis- 
play great taste. Many 
a f yee mechanical 
und gas effects are su 
plied by Gaydon aud 
Dines, and there are 
some first-rate properties 
vy Tom and H. Mayor. 

The story opens under- 
neath a mill with lots of 
rats, and Felina, the 
Queen of the Pussies, 
laying down the law 
nbout things generally, 
Then come Bint Buttons 

and Pertina, who sing a 
medley of all the popular ditties of the day—a very excellent idea, 
very cleverly worked out by Miss Delmont and James Norris, 

The Widow Oatmeal, fair and forty stone, capitally played by 
George Conquest, junr,, is anxious to secure a rich husband in the 
Marquess of Carabas, Meanwhile, the miller'’s daughter listens to 
the attentions of Auriferous, the Demon King of the Gold Mines, 
who recommends a visit tothe Devil's Glen, where everything she 
tonches will be turned to gold. 

ler lover, Prince Prettypet, being also unfortunately hard 
up, they agree together to try their luck. Wonderful adventures 
they have, too; first with a wonderful serpent, out of the head of 
which the agile Dezano comes twisting aud twirling; then a 
golden palace is built by the miller’s daughter, and then “The 
House that Juck Built” is really built in the most astonishing and 
mirth-providing fashion | have ever seen. 

Millie Beckett sings and dances delightfully, and is a boy of 
hovs. Lilian Bishop is a very neat clog-dancer. Laura Dyson, in 


her song of “ Love, shall I live fur ever?” moved the whole house, 


Jack: 
LILIAN BISHOP. 


Flow: ina: 
Lacra Dyson, 


Billie Buttons: 
JAMES NORRIS. 


Pertina: 
Miss DELMONT. 


; Farrel is very good, and Rose and Violet Tyrrel ably 
st 

_ As the Miller's Cat, Fred Conquest acquits himself well. George 
Spry comes into his full share of the applause, and he and Miss 
Austin make a hit out of a negro melody called “Just push dem 
clouds away.” — There's an awfully funny bit, too, he ha when 
singing of his father's overcoat; he gets pelted by the orchestra 
with carrots and turnips. 

_ Dan Crawley goes into his dancing as if he really meant it. 
Evans and Jee, as a lawyer and his clerk, do some awful droll 
business, and Charles Seel gets fun out of the character of Glumpo, 
the Marquis of Carabas, 

One of the biggest laughs was got out of an automatic box, into 
the slot of which four had been to drop a penny to see a prize 
tizht. It would spoil the fun to tell you what awfulness befalls the 
slottists ; but they havea good old rocky time of it, you bet. 

The night [ was at the Surrey they had a splendid house, 
crowded in every part, and Mr. H. Spry affability itself. 

After a lenzthened course of Surrey pantomimes—for I have 
been to them ever 
since 1 was 60 
high, and I was 
eighteen (only 
think ') last Tues- 
day—Il have come 
to the conclusion 
that at no other 
house but Drury 
Lane are such 
pains taken to get 
together a real 
good comic show, 
The only thing I 
notice is that next 
year generally one 
or two of the very 
best ones are 
picked up and 
thourish elsewhere, 
A show at the 
Surrey then seems 
to be a certain step 
to a good show 
elsewhere, But 
the pantomime 
season here and 
there shows signs 
of a break-up, 

This atrocious 
weather we have 
all been suffering 
from, deserves the 
deepest curses of 
he deepest-voiced manager. But the money has come in—a 
Aewtul at some places, Bravo, Sir Augustus ! There seems to be 

sty tribe of mendacious whelps snapping and snarling at your 
“=< but you've beaten and proved them to be liars, Bravo, too, 
aquest! You can’t have done badly. 


Glumpo: 


7 The Widow Catmeal: 
CUARLES SEEL, 


G. CONQUEST, Junr. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


IT’S AN OLD YEAR NOW! 
On New Year's Eve a resolve | made 
That, so Jong as among us the New Year stayed, 
1 would never set hand on those pasteboards fair 
That are known as Apollyon’s Book of Prayer. 
But ll henceforth indulge, as | used to do, 
In whist, don and euchre, bézique and loo ! 
And you cannot affirm that I've squashed my vow, 
For the New Year, | think, isan Old Year now! 


I vowed I would ne'er, while the New Year stayed, 
Give another sly kiss to my parlourmaid, 

Since it isn't the cheese fora family man, 

But exceedingly sweet are thy lips, Jane Ann; 
And it cannot be said that I've squashed my vow, 
Vor methinks the New Year is au Old Year now! 


T made a resolve, on the 30th ult., 

That through all the New Year,l would ne‘er consult 
A turf-hunting tipster, a curse rap out, 

Or imbibe any “slakewallow " draught from stout 
To ad Baldoyle. But one's throat gets wet, 

And it’s better to bet than to yearn to bet ! 

Aud, when shirt-studs break, or some big bow-wow 
Grabs your leg, e’en the saints must a swear allow ; 
And you cannot declare that I've squashed my vow, 
For, of course, the New Year is an Old Year now! 


—_—_—___ 


THE ARTFUL CUSTOMER AND THE RING. 

Oh, yes! It’s all very well to talk about doing good to others 
and that sort of thing. I believe in looking after number one, 
What's the good of being clever if you don't score? For instance, 
to-night, as | was coming home, there was a poor devil of a got-no- 
work-to-do sort of looking man walking in front of me. Presently 
he ducked and picked up something, so I quickened my steps, and 
kept my eye on him. “I saw you,” | said. “Saw what?” he 
asked. “Saw you pick that up.” “Whatup?” he inquired. Well, 
you see, | knew he'd picked up something, but | didn't know 
what, 80 1 looked very knowing at him (1 can look knowing, you 
know, when | like), and I said, “Come on, now, hand it over.” I 
couldn't say I had drop dit, whatever it was, because he was 
walking in front of me, Well, the silly flat,instead of showing a penny, 
as I should have done, forked out a beautiful diamond ring. “I’m 
going halves,” said 1,“ or else I'll call a policeman.” Sothe duffer 
agreed to go halves, and actually asked me how much [ thought itwas 
worth. Well,tomy mind, it was worth at least twenty-five pounds, 
but I wasn't mug enough tosay so; sol said inan off-hand way (my 
artfulnesa, you know) that it might be worth a sovereign. “Oh, 
that, be blowed!" said he. “1 know those stones are worth more 
than that, though I'm only a poor workin’ man, Look here, you're 
n toff and used to jewels, aud you know it's worth more.” Well, 
I felt after that, his seeing so plainly that | was what he called a 
“toff,” that it was no use my pretending | didu’t value the ring at 
more than a sovereign, 8o I admitted it might be worth two or three, 
or, perhaps, four; but I was very artful. I said, “ Look here, my 
friend, if you tried to sell or pop this you'd raise suspicions. This 
ring’s sure to be advertised. Look here, give me the ring and I'll 
give younsovereign.” But the greedy fellow said “ No, he wanted 
three.” People are like that, you know. So I split the difference 
and offered him two, which, after some haggling, he took, and I’ve 
got the ring. There it is, dear boy; isn’t it a beauty? Givesa 
man a tone, a diamond ring like that. Hope I sha'n’t come across 
that low man again; he'll have learned the value of it, perhaps, 
by thistime,and want another sovereign. What do you say /—paste 
setin aluminium? Go on! you're joking. What! you'll test it 
with aqua fortis? Man well known to the police?) Worth ten- 
pence at the outside?) Oh, dear! oh, dear! what a wicked world 
itis. Oh, if | could only find that wretched swindler, Whats 
shame it is, people taking others in like that, Oh, my two pounds ! 
Lut—tut—tut ! 


—— 


SLOPER'S LATEST DODGE. 

SLOPER has not been going on as he ought to doatall. The 
line must be drawn somewhere, or a chunk of clothes line will be 
finding itself in inconvenient places. “t's all very well, his com- 
ing home with the milk,” says Mrs. 8. “but when he takes the 
milkean off the rails and runs it for his special benefit and that 
wretch McGooseley’s, it’s more than I can stand, especially when 
Tootsie’s had her constitution so undermined with those Serpentine 
dances, and must have nourishment at any price. 


THE QUESTION OF THE DAY. 
YE QUESTION, 
A STRANGER gripped hold of the fist 
Of SLOPER, the arch-journalist ; 
In his ear he did hiss, 
* Come, now, answer me this: 
What on earth is a Bimetallist?” 


YE REPLY. 
“Tle’a a wandering dealer in metals’ 
Who'll buy up your invalid keitles, 
Your decrepid old pails 
And old rails and o!d nails— 
On the rail he invariably settles. 


“To the joy and surprise of a vendor, 
Who wishes to sell an old fender 
All buried in dust 
And encrusted with rust, 
A very fair price he will tender, 
“So kindly let go of my wrist, 
For my best I have done to assist, 
And, as well as Tecan, 
Have depicted the man 
Who, | think, isa Buy-metal-ist.” 


THE EARLY MORNING EGG. 

Ir is hard—nay, well nigh impossible—to meet the honest 
question of the truth-seeking child of few and tender years with 
the hard, callous statement of untruth; and yet there are times 
when the spirit of cynicism and resentment is strong within one 
—times when one could dictate to an unseen typewriter a whole 
comic puper—one wherein satire was rte as much a line for as 
real, hard, well threshed-out wit; and Uncle Henry was just ex- 
periencing one. For, truth to tell, the eggs which had been served 
ut the matutinal meal in that economical seaside hotel in which 
they were staying, were of the back-number order. Little Willie 
had not noticed it—the olfactory organs of the young are not so 
keen as those of their elders—but Uncle Henry had cracked his 
shell and “tumbled ” it. 

“Uncle,” Willie asked, “does hens make their own eggs?” 

“Undoubtedly they do, my boy,” replied Uncle, 

“ Do they always put the yolk right in the middle, like this?” 

“They do—worse luck,” replied Uncle, with a more sotto voce 
air. 

“An' do they put the starch all round to keep the yaller from 
rubbin’ off?" 

“T should say so, Willie—leastways, I have not heard as yet of 
it’s being done in Germany !” 

“Then, who sews the cover on?” : 

Uncle Henry paused and gasped. Temporarily dismissing all 
his Freemasonic obligations from his mind, he replied : 

“Various people, Willie, various people. The covers on these, 
for instance, were sewn on respectively by Hengist and Horsa, 
whom you may remember fhourished about the year 55 B.c., and 
of whom we rerd——” 

Rut by this time a 
fresh un-- 


discreet waiter has substituted some 


ah 
v4 
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A CLIMB DOWN. 


>— 


“No, Lrdia,” T said, hotly. ¢ P distinetly, absolutely, emphati- 
Your 


cally refuse to advance vonoce sine halfpenny, 
is perfect ; and 
as to a hew 
mantle —why, 
the idea is pre- 
posterous, 
downright pre- - 
feces Y 

Tere am of, 
tied down in 
town almost 
night and day, 
slaving away 
to keep bread 
in your mouth, 
and yet the 
moment you 
know I've got 
an few pounds 
in hand you 
want to launch 
out into some 
scandalous ex- 
travagance, 
There,” | 
added, some- 
what more 
eae as 
ydia’s eyes 
began to show 
signs of an 
approaching 
deluge, “don’t 
cry, but listen to what I have to say. We must economise—strict, 
rigid economy must be the word in future, or penury, ruin, beggary 
stares us in the face. Business is falling off, and there must be wv 
general saving all round, and be assured J shall not shirk my part 
ju it. There,’ 1 continued, glancing at my wateh, and finishing 
the contents of my breakfast cup, “it’s halt-past nine. | must be 
off to the City; and really, Lydia. do really think over what I 
have said, and turn over 2 new leaf.” 

That was a busy day for me, for one thing and then another 
claimed my attention until nearly four, and then it was almost too 
Jate for lunch. Never mind, | thought, a first step in economy, 
and restored to good humour at the idea 1 worked on till six, and 
then, after a gin and bitters, started for home and dinner with the 
appetite of a prairie jackal. 

aydia was all smiles to greet me, and after a hasty toilette I 
descended to dinner. 

“What! no soup, dear?" I cried, as I glanced over the table 

“Ah, well, never 

mind, a good 

hearty meal of— 
why, hullo! 
what the—bloa- 
ters! Why, what 
does this mean?” 

“Economy, 
darling!” was 
Lydia’s only 
reply. 

I felt T was at 
a ‘disadvantage, 
und | devoured 
the detestable 
fixh in silence, 
and looked round 
for drink, 

“A little water, 
dear?" said my 
wife. “I would- 
nt order any 
more claret; 
know what) an 
expense it is.” 

I rose from the 
table ravenous, 

-determined to 
steal out and get 
2 biscuit or some- 
thing some- 
where, but Lydia 
insisted upon me 
sitting down and listening to an scconnt of what she had done in 
the way of economising that dav ; but somehow [ failed signally to 
muster much enthusiasm over the announcement that she had dis- 
missed the cook and housemaid, and bartered three pairs of my 
trousers and a coat and vest fora couple of Jugs and a somewhat 
weakly-looking fern. 

“Now mind, love, you wake me at six to-morrow,” said she, in 
conclusion, 

Lut in the morning Lydia found herself too unwell to get up. 
Her head ached distractingly, she said, and there was nothing for 
it but for me to struggle down in the dink morn and light the 
kitclen fire. Shall | ever forget my tussle with it, and oh! how 
cold, how cheerless it all was, And the beastly fire woulda't burn, 
and after wasting an hour borning my fingers, and covering myself 
with black all over, | gave it up, and telling Lydian to be sure and 
get something nice for dinner, | hurried off break fastless. 

{ lunched early, therefore, and arrived home at six, well-nigh 
famisned. Lydia had recovered, and dinuer was awaiting me— 
half ai pint of 
shrimps and two 
boiled eggs. 

*Ceraita, tT 
said, humbly, “1 
--er—I'm awful- 
ly pleased at the 
manner in 
which you've en- 
deavoured to 
carry out omy 
wishes ; it shows 
nm very proper 
spirit, but—er— 
perhaps after all 
—er—we won't 
commence 
economising just 
vet. And Jook 

rere, Lydia, just 
put on your 
things quickly, 
and we'll enab it 
tothe Café Royal 
and get some. 
thing to eat. Im 
absolutely 
starving.” 

We called on 
Jane and Mary 
on the way, and 
induced them to 
return, 

And how T enjoyed that dinner! Bless yon, itarasa meal! and— 
well, long before the third bottle Pd given Lydia carte Manche to 
bay anvthing she wanted, and promised a very substantial gdcitiona 
to her weekly housekeeping allowance, 


fast bonnet 


“ What does this mean?” 


Domestic hervisin. 


At the Cafe Royal. 
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“Pa says you were a sollier once, Mr. Slaughter.” “ Yea, Sport. 
Smokeless Powder ? 
She. No! er—er I—er—always use Violet Powder, 


my boy, the Mounted White Feathers.” “ Aud didn't you 
tnake believe your horse run away when the fighting began 7" 


e* Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
Of her friends whose portraits have not yet been mserted, 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No, 273.—Mi1ss LILLIE CHESTER. 
“ How aptly named the stately maiden is.” — The Dook Snook. 
“She is the light to guide me through this life." —Lord Bob. 


“I'm captive, spellbound by her peerless beauty.” 
" ai J Lass —The Hon. Billy. 


TAKEN OFF HER GUARD. 
gman (trying to make himself agreeable), Have you ever tried 


a-goin’ to, 


Sweep (after the usual collision at the street corner), Oh! 
soiled yer gloves, ‘ave yer? P'rhaps if yer wos to take that 
there pane o’ glass hout of yer eye you'd see where you was 


(Saturday, February 11, 1833. 


“Tam almost broken-hearted, dear. 
Poor Fido is dead. Icannot go through 
life companionless, so I suppose that I 
shall have to take a horrid husband.” 
—Extract from Letter of Young Lady. 


When A. SLOPER, accompanied by the wife of his chest, two particular friends not 
unremotely related to the beautiful Tilley Family, and his quiverful of arrows—in 
other words, Lis offspring—arrived at Sir Augustus's Golden Palace in Shaftesbury 
Avenue, he found the said palace crowded from floor to ceiling (the Daily Bourse 
por copy). “How many are you, all told, SLOPER ?" inquired the divinely tall 

‘leming. “Ah, well, just step thie way one moment,” and the Eminent was taken 
aside to the cherry cheruby Bernard. “This is rather awkward, Mr. SLOPER," 
suid the General Manager. “ The fact is we have only been able to reserve half a row 
of fauteutls for your party.” “Oh, don’t bother yourself, dear boy!" said the 
resourceful F.O.M., “the boys can go in the gallery, and perhaps Glover won't mind 
having the twins in the orchestra.” And so it was arranged. When the curtain 
rose on The Sleeper Awakened, up rose A. SLOVER, “My love!" said he to Mrs. 8., 
“I shall vow have to leave you.” “ For why?” asked Mrs.S. “1 must at once 


“SWINE 


(2) As they still rose, be sald, “ Here's a rescue party at laust.” 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—Miss CARRIE COOTE. 


INUNDATED. 


on the stage,” was the reply. “ There is no necessity to leave me, dear,” said Mrs, S., 
rising and gathering her opera cloak-about her ; “I will come too,” and she glared 
a glare on Eastern loveliness collected ina street in Bagdad. But, hastily remark- 
ing that business was business, he tore himself away. When Miss Carrie Coote 
espied him at the wings, “Save me!" she gasped, and Charlie Coborn, as Abou 
Hassan, with that blessed red flag of his promptly barred the way. “ Foiled!” hissed 
A. SLOPER between his teeth; “but no matter!” and he was soon in animated con- 
verse with the Captain of the Caliph's;Guard. Fine girl, Findlay. In the ballet of 
From London to laris A, SLOPKR met with no better success; Miss Carrie Coote 
systematically avoided him, und, bewildered by bounteous beauty that beamed on him, 
he let scene after scene gu by. He thought, though, that he would be able to catch 
her after her dance at the Moulin Rouge, but was run off the stage in mistake for the 
Man that broke the Bank at Monte Carlo. Mrs. Sloper was grumpy all the way home. 


(3) But the Laird gleefully velped, “ Hoots and toots, man, never min! a drap o' rain, 


A've jist come tue teil ye ave stulen the Elder s whuskey.” 


tela ia attend pn an ee ee | 


yy 


\ 


token: 
but it 
Speak: 
Engag 


“ Great J 
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Unemployed 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 

A Valentine's greeting to you, good friends. I trust that you will all receive many elaborate — will please :— Yes, this'is far the nicest plan; You'd better do it, if you can :—A stirring ode does 
tokens of affection from friends and sweethearts. And now for mine: it’s a bit early, perhaps, = Swinburne pen In all the silence of his den:—Abolish covks and kitchens, tov, A good idea, 
but it will, | hope, be far from the least welcome, Tet me unfold it to your gaze:— The = Pray what say you?—The “Unemployed” some trouble cause By their offence against the 
Speaker and the Premier meet, And cordially each other greet :—Some lively medicals we we laws, That's my little valentine, boys ‘and girls, Tasty production, isn't it?” Aud if you only 
Engaged upon an evening's spree :—The gallant Bubear wins withease ; A fact which Englishmen yet afew more half as nice, you'll do. Ta-ta!—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 

OH, WOMAN, WOMAN !! 
8 
{rs. S., 
glared 
ymark- 
» Abou 
hissed 
dd con- 
allet of 
é “Great Jehoseplut! sha'n't I fetch the girls, just, if I only get 
route Cin meni 
for the a ae 
home. 
ASK US ANOTHER! 
——— Lady (sings). “I know not why he loves me so.” And we 


can't exactly say ; but perhaps her income of £40,000 a year has 
something to do with it. 
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am Fi A DAY ON THE ICE. , Rural Policeman (to cyclist surat se sharp coreer: on tall ordi- 
is is Jack Jobnen a “es q Juue sh anywhere, Dora?” “Oh, don't say you want it. Ive just done it up in narv). Hi, voung feller! if ver can't keepthat wachine up righter 
o’ rain, obnson. He fs very ill in hed: at least, so be has Se Ey ee my buck Lair asa pal E \¢ uur that, | ruus yer in for being drunk an’ hincapabile— see ? 


Writteu Lis guvernor tu say. 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 
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IF we have one thing more than another to be thankful for it is 
in the fact that St Valentine's Day occurs but once a year, Once 
: inten years would be 
enough for most 
peaple, whilst once a 
month would fill our 
asylums with raving 
Junatics, The hid- 
eous and tawdry 
devices with whikl 
many of our shop 
windows are now 
decorated,and which 
are designated as 
valentines, are little 
else bat an insale on 
the good taste of the 
community, and 
Where sane persons 
ean be tound to pur- 
chase such trash is 
Deyond our compre: 
hension. But the 
fact remains that 
this article does sell, 
and well, too, in 
many districts; and 
While such is the case 
it is useless demanding a superior class of valentine to the one at 
present supplied. we 
* 

THE Hon, Billy says the reason the L.C.C. postponed the open- 
ing of the Oxford Music-Hall is that one of the Council on the 
night of the Private View tripped overa plug-hole and smashed 
his new Lincoln and Bennett. A hurried meeting of Councillors 
was held, and they decided that the buildiug could not be op -ned 
the following night. 


¢ 


sf 
* 


THE Antiquated Academician has this day been graciously pleased 
to confer the * Award of Merit” upon PHIL MAY, because he's a 
real comic artist. “ Feyther,” hazarded the Azure-Orbed, “ you've 
fairly surpassed yourself this Journey. 1 always think May's 
sketches are just rippin’. | don't believe [I could ever have my 
Phil on ‘’em.”” For a moment the Agéd looked puzzied, and failed 
to grasp it; but no sooner did the awful pun dawn upon him, than 
he perpetrated a fearsome and horrifying vengeance, and once 
again is Alexandry an outside patient at the Royal Free. 

os 


* 

THE Mayor's Ball at the Brighton Pavilion, on Jan, 25th, will 
not be forgotten. It was a gay assembly of fair women and brave 
men, and the tirst time A, SLO- 
PER has been out this year 
that he has escaped being 
chucked. The “Reform of 
Sloper” is now in the press, 


s 

Now then, you Big British 
Public, do please just look a 
trifle more slippery with the 
“Spondulicks.” A. SLOPER 
is aman of dignity, who would 
scorn to cadge a two-penny- 
worth or borrow a half-crown ; 
but on behalf of his “Christ- 
mas Appeal” he is not so par- 
ticular. All the same, he doesn’t 
like asking too often; it’s hu- 
miliating toaman like SLOPER, 
so send along those stamps and 

ystal orders, and get the 

Sminent’s extra-sized blessing 

free, gratis, post free and for 
nothing. on 
* 

ALLY was sorry to see his 
old friend J. L. Toole waiking 
so lame a few days back on the 
front at Brighton, George, 
the upstairs attendant at Brill's 
Baths, tells a funny tale about 
him. A year or so back, when 
he was awfully rheumatic, he : 
had to be carried up to his bath in an invalid chair, One day, 
while this was being done, half way up the stairs he said, “Stay, 
Fyatemen and | will lighten the burden.” Tue procession halted. 

fanding his eyeglass to George, he, said, “* Nuw you may proceed.” 
Just like Johnny ! -* 
s 

WAILE sauntering along the King’s Road, Brighton, the other 
morning, A. SLOPER ran bang into an old friend ne hadn't seen for 
many years, Mr. Hoare, the proprietor of Skindle’s Hotel, Maiden- 
head. The meeting took the Mildewed One back to brighter and 
happier days, when, in company with some very festive members 
of * The Old Firm,” he used to pong at Skindle’s. Kind old Lewis, 
Hoare’s predecessor, seemed to pass ina vision before The Ruin's 
eyes, and the good-natured face of Miss Custance came back to 
him. The tears were beginning to trickle down the Old 'Un‘s 
face, when Hoare suggested a wotty at The Old Ship. 

ss 
* 


THE common or garden white lie is one of those harmless little 
fibs never intended to and never doing any harm. It drops from 
the mouth in the course of conversation unpremeditated, uncared 
for, leaviug no sting behind it, and forgotten almost as soon as 
uttered. Sydney Grundy’s White Lie, now being performed at 
the Avenue Theatre, ditfers from the average white lie in many 
respects. First of all, its effect is most certainly not harmless; 
and secondly, its sting is both powerful and lasting. Nevertheless, it 
forms the groundwork for an admirable play, and is the medium 


of introducing us once again to Mr. and Mrs. Kendal, of whom 
lately we have seen far too little. The reception accorded them 
on their appearance on the Avenue stage shows how popular these 
two artistes are in London, and it is to be hoped that they will be 
induced to remain with us fora longs time to come. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


A. SLopeR's Bill for the Abolition of Ballet Girls’ Aunts is 
exciting the greatest interest iu theatrical and Parliamentary 
circles, In response 
to numerous Ine 
quiries, we beg to 
state that it is net at 
present detinitely 
decided whether Mr, 
Gladstone will give 
it precedence of his 
new Hlome Rule 
measure, Chorus 
and ballet girls, 
coryphées, and the 
“Priv.” generally, 
please note, 

ss 


* 
A KINDEROPER- 
ETTE for juveniles, 
entitled, Addu 
Sloper's Party, was 
giveu on Saturday, 
February 4th, at the 
City Hall, Perth. The 
words are by Edward 
Oxenford, and_ the 
music by J. O. Mur- 
doch, Mr. D. H. 
Christie was respon- 
sible for the entire 
show, aud his Juven- 
ile Singing Class do 
him great credit. The 
Elder McNab was — ; ae 
present, in company with the Meenister and a few kindred spirits. 
The F.O.M., who is suffering from chilblains, was forbidden by Sir 
Andrew Clark, F.0.S., to travel so far. “ Chilblains might lead to 
complications,” he says, “and one has to be on the safe side.” 


s 
Mr. W.G, CHURCHER’S Annual Smoking Concert at the London 
Tavern last week was even more largely attended and more highly 
successful than any of its predecessors. There was a splendid 
muster of talent, but especial praise must be awarded to Messrs, 
Edgar Barnes, Arthur Strugnell, and R. E, Miles for their magni- 
ficent singing, to Mr, Charles Cupper for his artistic whistling, to Mr. 
Will Edwards for his spirited comic scugs, and to Mr. Churcher, 
who enhanced his already well-established reputation as an 
entertainer by a couple of recitations he gives in his own inimit- 
nbie style. Messrs, David James and Turle Lee were responsible 
for the accompaniments, and right well did they acquit them- 

selves. It was a “grate nite.” e 


s 

SHROVE TUESDAY and A. SLOPER are on particularly good terms. 
The Ancient loves the toothsome pancake, und generally manages 
to get outside a 
dozen or two, 
whilst Alexandry 
and the Twins are 
not far behind 
him. ‘The Hon. 
Billy always 
throws out hints 
about this time, 
to the effect that 
he has no engage- 
ment on Pancake 
Day; but, hospi- 
tnble as aA. 
SLoPER is, he 
daren't ask him. 
Mrs. S. says she 
draws the line at 
fifty, and then 
there's always the 
chance of him 
being taken ill 
in the house after- 
wards, No, no, 
it’s far too risky 
altogether. 

J 


s 
“CRIs,” the 
Demon Ventrilo- 
quist, is issuing 
an card headed “The Inversions of the Chord of the Bunghole.” 
He has sent one to ALLY, marked for Prirate Use Only. When 
we see Mr. “Cris” we shall have to talk to him, 


» 

ALLY had a high old time the other night when he went down to 
the Prince's Theatre, Kew, to witness Mr. Cloud's tableauz virants, 
to listen to Mrs. Morgan's and Mr. Hammond's songs, the exquisite 
orchestral and incidental music of Mr. and Mrs. Tripplin aud Mr. 
Hammond, and Mr. Heynorth's marvellous ieharveng ¢ solos. The 
tableaux were for the benetit of the West London Hospital, and 
ALLY congratulates all the participants upon doing well in a good 
cause, aed 


IN spite of the general depression amongst things theatrical, the 
Gaiety management have certainly no cause for comptaint. Arthur 
Rober's is filling the house nightly,and wins golden opinions from 
everyone for his hnmorous rendering of the character of Captain 
Coddington. ee 

. 


WHILST perusing his daily paper the other evening, the follow- 
ing headline flashed o'er SLOPER'S vision, “Our Empire in Danger.” 
Not stopping to reflect, the Ancient : 

One shot forth from “ The Sloperies ” 
like a thunderbolt, killing two oftice- 
boys who unfortunately happened to 
be in his way,as well as upsetting a fat 
old lady, two policemen, and a barrow 
of winkles. A cab soon transferred 
him to Leicester Square, and one 
bound took him into the Empire and 
into the arms of Dundas Slater. A 
few moments’ conversation with that 
gentleman was sufficient to convince 
the Eminent that he was altogether 
on the wrong scent, and that it was 
his country that was meant and not 
the Empire Theatre. Anadjournment 
to the auditorium was then made, 
which gave A, SLOPEB the opportu- 
nity of witnessing an entertainment 
second to none in London. Round 
the Town is really a marvel, whilst 
Versailles is a long way above the 
average of ballets. Besides these two 
spectacles there is a very strong 
variety company engaged, of whom 
Bessie Bonehill, Peggy Pryde, Lucy 
Clarke, and R. G, Kuowles are fair 
samples, vs 

s 


Goop Old Paul Meritt, writing 
sympathetically to ALLY the other 
day, said, “I sometimes hope we shall 
meet again before we settle down permanently on the Golden 
Shore.” No doubt he prouectve arrangements for Pan! are all 
right, but What price Golden Shores fur A, SLOPER? This is not 
ac onundrum. 


(Saturday, February 11, 1893. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING 18TH FEBRUARY, 1593, 
—— 


15th February, 1836.—The French peers assembled this 
day, with ciosed doors, to deliberate on their verdict on Fieschi, 
Morey and Pepin, the would-be regicides. The former was to be 
conducted to the place of execution barefooted, his head covered 
with a black veil. 


16th February, 1807.—On this day was opened “The New 
Fashionable lustitution.” The Unirersal Magazine, iv describin 
it, says: “The grand concert-room, which was the temple devote 
to harmony, was lighted by six brilliant Grecian lustres suspended 
from the ceiling, which is painted with emblematical devices, 
Madame Catalani's execution of ‘Si la Patria,’ with the bassoon 
obligato by Mr. Holmes, was rapturously received by a brilliant 
audience.” oe 

17th February, 1662.—‘This night and vext day,” says 
Evelyn, * fell such w storm of hail, thunder and lightning as never 
was seeve the like of in any man's memorie, especially the tempest 
of wind, being south-west, which subverted many huge trees, many 
houses and innumerable chimnies (amongst others that of my par- 
lour, at Sayers Court), and made such havoc at land and sea, that 
severale perished on both. Divers lamentable fires were also 
kindled at this time, 80 exceedingly was God's hand against this 
ungrateful and vicious natiun and court.” 


18th February, 1528-29.—The following has been sup- 
posed to be the origin of the phrase, “Gone to Jericho.” 


In the 
patent rolls of the manor of 


Slackmoor, near Colchester, occurs, 
under the above date, an entry of a tenement called Jericho, 
reported to have been one of the King’s pleasure-houses. Hence, 
when Henry VIII. was missing, the cant phrase among the cour- 
tiers was that he had “ gone to Jericho.” 


THE COMING OF ST. VALENTINE. 
VALENTINE'S coming—he’s coming, my dear! 
I, the old spinster, well know it. 
Postman’s three bags again fuil of vile hags again— 
How shall [ e’er undergo it? 


Valentine’s coming—he’s coming, my dear! 
1, the lone bachelor, know it. 

Daubs sent in scorn again—garment all torn again, 
Clumsy male hands forced to sew it! 


Valentine's coming—he's coming, my dear! 
], the harsh landlord well know it. 

Shroud and death’s-head again, ink that’s blood red again, 
Skull with the cross-bones beiow it! 


Valentine’s cominz—he’s coming, my dear ! 
I, the fond lover, well know it. 

Picture so fair again—perfume so rare again— 
Close to my heart | will stow it! 


Valentine’s coming—he’s coming, my dear! 
I, the poor postman, weil know it. 

Trudge again, drudge again: all this rank fudge again 
Burdens me sorely—oh, blow it! 


Valentine's coming—he's coming, my dear! « 
1, ALLY SLOPER, well know it. 

Nasty white rats again, horrid dead cats again, 
Carriage to pay—but I'll owe it! 


——_ 


QUERIES FROM THE LAW COURTS. 


MIGHT not the Long Vacation be described as “one bar's rest "? 
and might not the gentlemen of the wig aud gown be meantime 
called bar-resters? 

Does an 'Ush-er of the Court derive his name from the fact that 
he is continually calling for silence? 

Who is the learned counsel who is said to wear a wig because 
he's bawled so often? 

Are cases iu which photographers are concerned heard in 
camera? 

Do not the letters Q.C. occasionally stand for Queer Customer? 

Are briefs so called, upon the lweus @ non lucendo principle, 
because barristers Jung for them? 

Was not the site for the Law Courts chosen because litigants so 
often find themselves Strand-ed? 

Might not the Probate and Divorce Division be more aptly 
pamed the Probate and Reprobate Division ? 


en 


THE NEW SCHOOLMASTER. 


THE new schoolmaster, when he came down, with his maximum 
of learning and his minimum of luggage, to the somewhat ai- 
vanced village which was quite the pride of the Trent, felt it 
incumbent upon himself in his first “object lesson” to introduc- 
a few statistics—no matter whether real or imaginary—upon the 
great local topic in order to eulist the attention of his juvenile 
audience. 

“My dear children,” he said, “ some three years ago—long before 
I knew or even dreamt of meeting you—a friend sent me an 
eighteen gallon-er of XXX. I thought it would be all the better 
for keeping—you may have heard as much from your parents ?— 
and | locked it up in a cellar to mature, Just before I came down 
here—last Saturday week, in fact—supposing that time had done 
its work, [ proceeded to the cellar in order to inspect the pongelo. 
Little, my children, did I think how time had been employed, or 
what would be the contents of that cellar! The door refused tu 
open, and being invincible by gentle means, | had it fairly cut 
away ; but I was no nearer effecting an entrance than before. The 
cellar was literally full of fungus growth, which had borne thr 
cask aloft to the ceiling, where it stuck, upheld by fungi. the pro- 
duce of the generous r, which had all Jeaked out and formed 
this monstrous growth!” 

Then up rose little Willie Welterwhiskers, and with becominz 
modesty said : 

“Oh, sir, feyther sees much worse things than that when Je gor- 
into the cellur! Last night he came acrost a ver-imilion Kang:- 
rooster a-settin’ about one-eyed blue owl over a bottle o' Jamieson ~ 
‘special '—you ask him!" 

ut, up to the time of going to press, the new schoolmaster '"'- 
net asked the elder Welterwhiskers—nor has the younser W 
returned to school, 
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Saturday, February 11, 1893.) 
THE COMMA CAPTURED. 


[It is stated that the Comma Baviline has been captured in Germany.) 


THE Comma is 
caught— 

A goud deed is 
wrought, 

And no_ more 
with dread 
will he fill us, 

So all give a 
cheer, 

For there's no 
more to fear 
From the terri- 
ble Comma 

Bacillus ! 


There once was 
a day 
When men, 
with dismay, 
~~ Would murmur, 
—— “We hope he 
won't kill us!" 
They could 
ne'er sleep at 
night, [frighe 
Because of their 
as the terrible 
Comma Bacil- 
Jus! 


Rut don't be too sure 
That his capture’s a cure 

For the ills that most constantly thrill us! 
Though in prison contined, 
There's more of his kind 

To follow the Comma Bacillus! 


HIS EXPLANATION. 
IT was weary work waiting, but George had promised to take her 
shopping, and—well, it would have been bad policy to have had 
anything likea tiff overit. Poor fellow! he wasa long time getting 
ready ; but then he had to shave, and “gently over the pimples” 
Was his motto during the performance of this delicate operation. 
And Irene Gladys began to get the hump. Why didn't his 
nother come in and entertain her? Surely she might sacrifice her 
fter-luncheon nap for once! Oh, it was disgusting ! and, boiling 
ver with impatience, the fair girl paces the room in vain effort to 
uppress her anger. 
Suddenly she stops; a pile of old volumes, ‘palpably importa- 
ions from some upstairs lumber-room, catches her eye. Here isa 
ind, and with a cry of delight she pounces upon the time-worn 
yooks, What is this first one? “The Young Housewife’sa Cookery 
Sook.” Bah! And this big lumbering—oh, “London Journal, 
331." What rubbish! Why, there is nothing worth looking at. 
Ah,stay ! What is this near the : 
bottom? An album, a photo : 
Ibum, and full of portraits, 
oo! and with her interest now 
horoughly aroused, Irene Gla- 
iva rapidly unfastens the rnsted 
lasp, and slowly turns over Lue 
. nd yellow pages, 
y are all ancient portraits, 
its executed intheold, old 
when photography was in 
infancy; portraits which 
se the coming generation to 

‘tleet how much better looking 

it is than the last. 
But what is this causes the 
fair young yirl to start so vio- 
ently, tosuddently rivet her g: 
ipon ove of the faded like- 
Diesses, and then, as the fear 
Which has assailed her mind be- 
omes 2% conviction, to let fall 
he volume upon the floor and 
tnd transfixed, horror, anguish, dismay, painted on every line of 
ver features?) We were not left long in doubt, for the door opens 
iickly, and the laggard George appears. 

Without an instant’s hesitation the dauntless girl turns upon him. 
See you here, sir,” she cries, sternly. “ Did you not woo me with 
he assurance that your ancestors came over with the Conqueror?” 

‘a Weil, Irene, and—and so they did,” was the faltering answer. 
“And that your lineage was ancient, noble; your blood of the 
‘Nest, your escutcheon untarnished 2?” 

* True, darling ; true in ever detail.” 

“Then,” thundered his fiancée, “ what is the meaning of THIS— 
" unmistakable portrait of your father, ia the garb, the apron of 

cheesemonger ?’ 

Mora moment the terrible accusation petrifies her lover, but only 
araomoment. “Trene!” he cries, “what utter nonsense is this? 
iat is father's portrait, certainly; not as a cheesemonger, but 
iv Grand Master of the Puddieduckle Freemasons.” 

And as the fair girl, with a glad ery of relief, threw herself 
you her lover's manly chest, the shade of Ananias, hovering close 
round, ted in horror and dismay, with his record beaten, and his 

ory shattered for all time. 


GIRLS OF THE ‘FRIV.” 
No. 85.—RoOsIE Rye, 
{With acknowledgments to the gallant Captain in Trooper Clairette.] 
“EDOUIN, tell me, please, 
How you contrived to seize 
On that most happy wheeze, 

Nightly of using 
Two little eatchwords (while 
Softly vou smirk and smile 
In your deligatful style)— 

*Vayery amyusing ?’” 
Willie then made reply, 

* Ever and oft, in my 
Drawing-room, Rosie Rye, 

Round ‘her ditfusing 
Mirth by some lively lay, 
Makes all the gallants gay 
There und voce say, 

*Vayery amyusing !° 
“Hence, being grateful to 
That pretty songster who 
Into my parties true 

Bliss keeps infusing, 

T to Miss Rosie a 

Compliment slyly pay 

When |, in acting, say 
*Vayery amyusing !'” 


PRACTICAL. 
“Tsay, Gibbs,” said Dibhe, 
“what on earth did you mean by 
recommending Young Nibbs to 
hes} f measa practical man? Ever since 
ie renin my enployment he has done nothing but play the 
yy Upset everybody.” And Gibbs replied, “Just what 1 had 
ck him for; so when you asked me if he was a practical man, 
udu Lsay no, because he was always playing practical jokes.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—~ 


St. PeTER’s VICARAGE, ASHBY STREET, CLERKENWELL, E.C., 
January 21, 1893. 

MY DEAR SIR,—Accept my heartiest thanks for the Twenty 
Tickets just sent me. The applicants for help are very many and 
1 am delighted to have this meaus of assisting them.—With all 
good wishes, very faithfully yours, 

W. H. GRIFFITHS. 


BULTEVANT, January 22, 1893. 

Most HONOURED AND RESPECTED SLOPER,—On perusing 
last week's “Broad Arrow” | tind that Lieutenant-General Sir 
Robert Sloper was Commander-in-Chief in India, from 1784 to 
1786, when he was relieved by no less a person than the illustrious 
Earl Cornwallis. Doubtless you are a descendant of this well- 
known Sloperian Warrior, and in the interest of the public, I think 
1am justified in asking why your splendid abilities, and well-known 
personal valour have been overlooked in this scandalous manner, 
What we want is the immortal SLOPER as Commander-in-Chief in 
India, with McGooseley as Chief of the Staff, and Alexandry and 
Evelinaas Aides-de-camp.—W ith sincerest and heartfelt sympathy, 

lam, yours. X. Y. Z, (44th Foot). 


TOLMERS’ SQUARE INSTITUTE, HAMPSTEAD RoaD, N.W., 
lanuary 23, 1893. 

My Dear S1r,—I am sincerely thankful to you for the gift of 
Forty of your Half-Crown Cards to distribute among the r of 
our neighbourhood—T wenty before Christmas and another Twenty 
this morning, I have not seen so much poverty in this neighbour- 
hood for the last three and a half years, as there is just now, so the 
help will be doubly welcome and | sincerely trust doubly blessed, 

1 am, yours gratefully, H. ELWYN THOMAS, 


—_—_+>——. 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 152.—HE DiscHarGeEs A Bia DEBT. 


YEARS ago, to the head of a firm 

Where every mortal thing's on sale 
From a crinoline to a cholera germ, 

From a mermaid’s tooth to a milkmaid's pail, 
ALLY SLOPER went; and, “I wish,” said he, 
“That you'd open a ledger account for me!” 


“With pleasure!" the merchant replied. “I know 
That of customers, sir, you will prove our best, 

And I'll send yqu a debit each month or so.” 
But the hand of the merchant the Mugwump pressed. 

“Now, uon't insult me!" he said with smiles. 

“1s the busiest man in the British Isles 

To be pestered and plagued, ‘mid his toils severe, 

By your measly old debit twelve times a year?” 


Then the merchant dropped on his trousers knee. 
“ My humb!est apologies please to take ! 

Very highly delighted I’m sure I'll be 
With whatever arrangements you like to make.” 

“No harm! no harm!" the Magnanimous cried. 
* Arise, and hear what I've got to say. 

Let the goods | require be with speed supplied, 
Let their prices be ledgered from day to day, 

Yet ne'er let a statement to me be penned, 

And ne'er let a dun at my door attend. 

Kut, when five or six years my account's run through, 

Call upon me yourself, as a gent. should do, 

And a hundred or two—or a thousand or two— 

I'll with never a murmur trot out to you!” 


Let the fame of the name of that merchant spread 
Through earth! for he proved so thorough a gent. 

That he came not, till more than seven years had tled, 
Unto SLorPER, Esquire, for a single cent. 

And the Fossil then said, with a cry of joy, 

“ How delighted to see you I am, dear boy !” 

“Ah! thanks! My account '’—so the merchant began— 

“Is three thousand five hun ” But the Friend of Man 

Interrupted him kindly. “ Pray name it not! 

Seven summers ago you my promise got 

That a hundred or two—nay, a thousand or two— 

I'd with never a murmur trot out to you!” 


But the heart of the merchant with anquish was riven, 

When a volume of “SLorer” was unto him given 

By SLoper, who murmured : “ That's settled, thank heaven! 
For you'll tind, at the foot of each number's Page Seven 

All the HUNDREDS and THOUSANDS I swore to bestow you, 
Aye, HUNDREDS and THOUSANDS far more than I owe you!” 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


OR RIST MAS APPHA TG 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £174 8s. 747. 


Srnck_ RECEIVED :-- ALLY SLOPER, Esq., F.0.M. (Weekly Donation), £1; 
TOPER, 2s. 6d.; ROYAL, 18.; Victor Rot, F.O. AN ENGLISH FAMILY IN 
Russi, 5s. 9d.; * ANONYMOUS,” 28, 6d.; G. A. .; “Fin GROVE” CHUMS, 
3s, 4d. 


Making a total received up to January 3lst, 1893, £176 5s. 84d. 
A LITTLE OUTCAST. 
[Suggested by the incident of the child-girl found dead inaditch at Waltham- 
stow, with an orange in her hand. The coroner's jury traced the death to “the 
dastardly ill-treatment" of the child's mother.) 
BLEAK was the night, and severe and wild, 
But the wind was less cold to the hapless child 
Than the heart of a mother in which no trace 
Of the love of a mother had found a place. 
For the poor little body with pain was uumbed, 
The poor little spirit was crushed, 
And the poor little lamb to despair succumbed, 
As away from her home she rushed— 
Her home, if that spot can a home be styled, 
Where a barbarous mother ill-treats her child ! 


Her schoolfellow Ada beheld her flight. 
“Qh! where are you going this cold, cold night?” 
And Annie sobbed out. with a childish wail 
From a heart that. was bleeding, her piteous tale, 
“T will give you my orange!” kind Ada said. 
But, ere Annie that fruit could eat, 
The fruit of unkindnese on which she'd fed 
Did its poisonous work complete. 
And the mother-forsaken wee Jamb lay low 
By the wretchedest death that mankiud may know! 


As Ada on earth, in her simple way, 
Did all that she could for the poor, pale stray, 
So believe we that timely release was given 
From the suffering soul by the angels of Heaven, 
Yet, for mothers and fathers whose hearts are hard, * 
Tt were well, had they caught a sight 
Of poor Annie's dead face, with the grief-lines marred 
Staring up from the ditch that night, 
As if pleading to Heaven, with a Christ-like prayer, 
For the mother whose harshness had stretched her there! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


NEVER grumble at. the coldness of this world, It may bea little 
too hor for yon in the next. 

UsvALLy inthe van: Horses, 

THE Poet(s) Corner: The editor, 
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SLOPER'S SELEOT LIBRARY. 


THE FREAKS OF FORTUNE. 


_—s 


CHAPTER XI. 

GEORGE SMITH had little fear that he would be recognised by 
the general public of his native village iu his new character of the 
Scottish giant. He 
trusted, however, to 
the keen eyes of love 
to recognise him. 

And his hopes were 
realised. As he stepped 
forth from behind the 
bed-quilt, which con- 
cealed his majestic 
form from the public 
gaze, an electrical 
thrill shot through his 
frame, and in a mo- 
ment he had realised 
that she was present, 
und that she had re- 
cognised him. 

or & moment joy 
thrilled his breast, but 
only for a moment, 
The joy was due to the 
fact that Farmer 
Thornbuy was not pre- 
sent, Thesudden chill 
was caused by the pre- 
sence of a good-look- 
ing young man beside 
whom Mary sat. 
Jealousyragedthrough 
the bosom of George. 
He hardly heard the 
familiar speech in 
which Mr. Harmon Her latest mash. 
extolled the greatness 
of his weight, and eagerly he longed for the moment at which he 
could descend among the audience. At length it came. Slowly 
he made his way through the audience; and as he passed Mary 
he whispered, low enough only to be heard by herself, an invita- 
tiou to wait in the caravan after the audience had dispersed. 

Only Mary and the yoring man who accompanied her lingered, 
rgd Smith ota d ae and contronted the pair. 

ink we might do without this youn rson's presence,” 
said George Smith, loftily. eek ae ia, 

“ He is to see me home,” said Mary, demurely, 

: 1 do not approve of him seeing you home,” said George. 

‘Upon my word,” ‘said the young man, “where did your grent- 
ness obtain any right to dictate as to Miss Somers’ doings?” 

“lam engaged to this young lady,” said George, severely. 

“What! all 
of you? Mercy, 
what a con- 
tract!" 

“We never 
were engaged,” 
said Mary, 
“never!” 

“You pro- 
mised to be 
true to me,” 
snid George, in 
tones of intense 
passion, 

“Yes. | might 
have promised 
to be true to 
you, but —but 
then I did not 
think I would 
have to be true 
to so much of 


much of me! 
“Iwas yourself 
who urged me 
to try a higher 
role, to emulate 
the fat man 
who was my 
predecessor 
here. You said you admired him. You know you did, Mary.” 

“Yes, at a distance, but not as a Jover.” 

“ And you no longer love me?” 

“There is too much of you. I couldn't think of it.” 

“And you have decided to marry Farmer Thornbuy 2?” 

“Oh, dear, no! he is too old. This young gentleman and I are 
engaged,” 

“Hq! let meat him. T will fall upon him.” 

“Don't do that, old man-mountain, or you'll be hanged for man- 
slaughter,” said the young man; “but if you want a couple of 
rounds U'll accommodate you, though you are a heavy weight,” he 
continued, as he put up his hands ina way which suggested some 
confidence in his ability to use them with effect, 

“Away !" said George, contemptuously ; “1 will not demean 
myself with you, As for you, Mary, I am done with you for ever, 
Younrea heart- 
less jilt. 1 will 
endeavour to 
blot you from 
my memory.” 

“Soyoumay, 
if you like. 
never cared a 
bit for you, 
and you know 


Put up his hands, 


it,” said the 
heartless fair 
one. “Good- 


ye. 

“ Farewell for 
ever!” said 
George Smith, 
gloomily, as he 
folded his arms 
across his 
chest, “T will 
bide my time 
and he re- 
venged.” 

But as the 
door of the 
caravan closed 
after the exit 
of Mary Somers 
and her lover, 
the hauteur 
which had sus- 


tained the 

giant yove wav, Bitter tears, 

and George 

Smith sank upona seat, which ereaked uneasily beneath his weight, 
and. leaning bis head on his arms, shed bitter tears, 


“ False, false!” he uuaned.—( Zo be continued newt week.) 


THE “F.O.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


‘e/] 
AN \r0%. se ts 


_———— 


No, 294.—MR. Victor STEVENS, F.O.S. 

“Although a@ great man, and, therefore, an actor, Victor 
Stevens has not yet been spoilt by Fortune's smiles, and in him 
we behold one of those genial * Three with you, old chappie,’ sort 
of individuals always ready to accept a drink or stand a ditto 
when occasion arises, Born of well-to-do parents, his career has 
been a happy and successful one throughout, and we now behold 
him a shining star amongst London comedians. Although a man 
of lofty ambition and an admirer of play-acting, Victor has not 
always aspired to the stage. A vocation far lower down the 
social scale, such as a Prime Minister, an Archbishop, or some- 
thing of that sort, would at one time have been quite as much as 
his modest nature wonld permit him to wish for. But fate 
ordained it otherwise, for a leading actress of the day, although 
he was but fourteen, fell violently in love with him, and engaged 
him as her page-boy, From this time our hero's fature success 
was assured, as by a series of spasmodic leaps and bounds he 
speedily obtained the position of understudy to one of the supers 
at one of our London theatres. In this place he remained 
dormant for two years or #0; at the end of which time, having 
hecome proficient in his profession, he applied for the position of 
leading comedian and got chucked for his pains, Still he 
despaired not. Returning to the provinces, he speedily made a 
name for himself, and now compares favourably with even the 
great Toole himself. Chiefly because he is a capable eomedian, our 
hero was created F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ pre- 
sented to him January 8th, 1492."—Dehrett /mproved. 


Lady. Don't you think the little darling has got my eyes, 
Mr Gester ? 

Mr, Gester, Ya—loo—dunno "bout your eyes ; she's got my bally 
whiskers, anyhow ! 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: (Saturday, February 11, 1893, 


OUR DOMESTIC SERVANTS. 


ihe 
if 


i i ' ant | 


Master, Hallo, Mary! what are vou up to? 
Mary, Posting a letter to you, sir. 
Master, Oh, indeed, Well, you had better give it to me now IT am here. 


Mary, Oh, no, sir! It’s givin’ yer a month's notice on account of the cold vittals, and I shonldn't like to 
tell you so to your face, sir, 


“ What ‘ave ver got in that ‘ere big parcel, Bill?" “A 
erinoline.” “Lor'! is it? Let's go into the park and 
} ‘ave a game at parrychutes with it.” 


A SOOTHING PASTIME. 


We shall be drowned now, and lose all my tackle as well! What do you mean 
by it?" “Well,” replied the placid Snaggs, “we're kind 0° wot yer might call ship- 
wrecked, in a manner o' speakin’, ain't us? Them there junks o' hice come that 
wonderful ‘ard it’s reg‘lar astonishin’ !"——(5) “ Wot! can’t ‘old on no longer, sir ? 
Numbed with cold, eh ? Well, I can't blame yer, sir; I ain't that partic'lar ‘ot meself. 
*‘Owever, ‘ere comes old Bill Bownet in ‘is beat. ‘E'll take us aboard if yer make it 


(1) Jim Snaggs. Har! there's a good many of ‘em as ain't got the sense to choose a eh? 
day like this ‘ere to go a-fishin'! Yer see, sir, the beauty of a good thawin’ day arter 
a‘ard frost, same as this is, lays in the fact that the great junks o' hice as comes 
a-floatin’ down — (2) And at that moment a young iceberg, weighing several tons, 
smote them violently amidships, and two “compleate anglers curveted through 
space in pained surprise, (3) Alighting in pictureeque, though unstudied, atti- 
tudes upon the floating icefield—(4) “ You stupid, chuckle-headed bumpkin!" 


worth ‘is while, if ‘e ain't ina RAR but 'e'll very like drownd us if ‘e's got a drup in > 
snarled Spoonbate. “ Why the d—1 do you bring me out fishing on a day like this, ‘im. But we can't complain ; it’s bin a wonderful nice day for sport.” 5 
= 
WAS IT ILLEGAL? GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. A SENSITIVE EAR. 
that 
in y 


joke. 


“Goin to Trafalgar Square on Sunday, Bill?” 
ain't. 
T'm goin’ to join the Salvation Army.” 


“No T 
The music there last week was that bloomin’ awtul, 


spienous by its absence, No. 48. — Nita, 


| z 


at “ he Sloperws,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.O.—Saturday, February 11, 1893, 


“Come 
done!” 


BL 


se cemattinatasieenn esti 


or, | 


